22                                TRAVEL
last few miles. I had no brain. Neither had Dick.
He monotonously chanted old Ben Jonson's song,
and whenever he came to "Not of itself but thee,"
he reverted to the first stanza and commenced
all over again. Time and time again he drank
to me only with his eyes; and to the reiterated
rhythm of his droning we dragged our weary leg$
to Amsteg.
Here we fell into seats at table, and de-
voured. I don't think that I had ever really
eaten before that. At any rate, I had never fully
realized the divinity of food. So magnificently
did we eat that it was only when we tried to
rise from the table that we discovered that our
legs had tightened stiff. The landlord and the
landlord's son had to carry us to bed; and while
Dick was groaning wearily, "I sent thee late a
rosy wreath," I sank into immeasurable slumber,
In the morning we arose and tramped very
agedly to Fliielen, the first port of Lake Lucerne.
Here we met a polite steamboat that said it was
willing to let us sit down all the length of the
lake; and we accepted its gracious invitation*
Surely that day, of all days, we had a rush of
weariness to the feet, a transit that Js wholesome
for the brain.
Lucerne itself, at the western end of the lake,
is a happy holiday of a city, all roofs and spires,
behind which the iron-hued Pilatus rises dark*
It is a place where natives sing at night in taverns